﻿Moxie stood on the sidewalk, knee-length olive green skirt rustling in the breeze, a walnut-colored sweater not doing a great job of hiding her chest. Her brow was raised at Jackie as her coyote friend came walking down the street in a red tank top, black leather jacket, and matching leather pants.


"So . . . This is how you wanted to start girl's day out?" Moxie doing her best to stifle a grin at her friend and coworker.


"What?" Jackie seemed genuinely surprised for a moment at that then glanced up at the sign and back down at the ground. "They have great lattes."


"Oh, I bet they do!" Moxie cracked a bemused grin and dropped it for the moment, gesturing Jackie inside the Milkmaid Cafe. Oh, she was going to eat this up.


The two ladies stepped into the cafe and Moxie was gratified to see the place looked about how she expected. Somewhere between a maid cafe and a milk bar. The place was drenched in pastel colors, with a few nods to a more rural or agricultural theme with several paintings of beautiful rural landscapes, and large decorative milk jugs on shelves. On the whole, it was nice and kind of cozy. Moxie wouldn't exactly call it refined, but it was giving a more homey vibe than the Fox Glove.


"Hiiiii!" A cow girl waved at the pair as they entered and pranced forward in a way that made her genuinely massive breasts sway ponderously. For a moment Moxie was actually shocked, despite having spent several months now working at a strip club. The cow girl was adorable, thick, and busty, with milky white fur died with pastel pink spots and matching hair. All of which paired well with her pink maid outfit. "Liek, I is Strawberry! I liek, gon' liek, serve you!"


Moxie inhaled deeply, biting her tongue as the jiggly cow girl lead them to a table. The silly cow stood there expectantly as the two looked at the little card taped to the table instructing them to use provided markers to mark their orders on the laminated menus and hand them to their 'maid.' After the two had marked down their orders, mocha latte for Jackie, and banana smoothie for Moxie, they handed them over to the vacant-looking cow.


"Liek, thaaaaanks!" The cow giggled and took the menus and practically skipped off to take them to someone behind the bar who could probably read and remember things. The bell attached to her choker jingled with every peppy step. Moxie and Jackie exchanged a silent look as she departed.


"Oh. My. God." Moxie exhaled and covered her muzzle just enough to suppress a laugh.


" . . . What?" Jackie was pointedly glancing around the cafe, not meeting Moxie's eye.


"You have a type." Moxie's words were a whisper somewhere between an accusation and schoolyard gossip.


"I don't know what you mean." Jackie rolled her eyes before taking an intense interest in the wood grain of the table.


"Ohhh . . . Mi musta been wrongsies. Mi jus' dumdum fox." Moxie pouted vacantly in a well-practiced manner. She was a fox after all and knew how to fake it.


" . . . Don't." Jackie gave her a flat look even as a modest blush started to show on the interior of her ears as Moxie blinked briefly in surprise.


"I seeeee . . . ." An even wider grin than before spread across Moxie's muzzle.


"No, you don't see anything. Stop seeing things." Jackie's fur bristled as she pointed at Moxie commandingly.


"Too late! So, is this why you work at the Fox Glove?" Moxie's smile softened as she grew a little less teasing and a little more genuinely curious.


"No!" Jackie huffed then softened a bit. "It's just a nice perk."


"Uh-huh. Hey come on, don't look so serious, I'm just teasing you I'm not judging. It's obvious you really care about the girls at work." Moxie grinned and reached out to pat Jackie's shoulder drawing a snort from the coyote.


"Fine, fine . . . Yeah, I love 'em, they're good girls. And I might have . . . a bit of a thing for dumb girls and boys." Jackie's blush was intense.


"Okaaaay, so, why?" Moxie cocked her head to the side, genuinely curious.


"I dunno. They can be really sweet, and I like feeling needed. It's nice to help them out. Plus when they do something dumb, make a mess of something, or get all drooly it's . . . just weirdly cute and kinda hot? I dunno." Jackie huffed again and crossed her arms.


"Yep, you're a perv." Moxie grinned broadly again.


"You're a stripper." Jackie countered, starting to smile back.


"Exotic dancer!" Moxie managed to briefly look indignant before they both burst into giggles.


While they were laughing Strawberry returned with their orders. She glanced between the pair of them blankly then started to laugh as well, having no idea why everybody was laughing but enjoying the energy of it. As the laughter died down Strawberry smiled and gently set down the two drinks. "Hiii! I liek, broughted yer orders!" She beamed proudly.


"Awww, thanks, hun. Good job!" Jackie grinned at her and took a sip of her latte.


"Thaaaaanks!" Strawberry giggled dopily and curled a finger around a lock of her pink hair.


"Y'know, Strawberry . . . Jackie there won't admit it, but she thinks you're super cute and hot!" Moxie grinned wickedly as Jackie's eyes widened.


"Rilly?" Strawberry blinked in surprise her eyes widening.


'Y-yeah." Jackie blushed and shot Moxie an annoyed look.


"She especially thinks ditzy girls like you are the cutest," Moxie uttered with careful casualness. If Jackie had been drinking her latte at that exact moment the spit take would have been spectacular, but instead, she froze with the drink on the way to her lips.


"Rilly?! I is cute ditzy? 'yote liek dum cow?" Strawberries eyes were practically sparkling at this point.


"Um . . . yeah?" Jackie's voice was very small as she eyed the floor.


"You so nice! I liek you too!" Strawberry giggled and excitedly leaned over to pull Jackie into a big hug. Burying the coyote's muzzle into the cleavage of her massive tits. This lengthy hug was punctuated by a quick kiss on the head from the big cow before she went prancing and jiggling off happily humming to herself.


Jackie was left looking dazed panting for breath with her hair a mess and the most intense blush. Meanwhile, Moxie could only snicker before taking a sip of her milkshake. Jackie took a few more deep breaths as she calmed down.


"That was . . . Mrph. Fuck you, you sneaky bitch." Jackie shook her head and started to straighten her hair but couldn't help but smile and look bemused.


"Yooou're welcome! It's what friends are for." Moxie's grin was massive.


“I will keep that in mind." Jackie's own grin grew wide and filled with teeth.


"Oh dear . . . I have a feeling you're going to pay me back in the best way, aren't you?" Moxie bit her lip, wondering how Jackie would pay forward that little 'favor.'


"I'll think of something! For now . . . time to enjoy the drinks. Then we need to get you some new clothes." Jackie nodded as much to herself as Moxie then sipped her latte.


"Hey, what's wrong with my clothes?" Moxie huffed.


"You look like a prude." Jackie countered with a blep of her tongue.


"What, so I need to dress sexy off the clock now?" Moxie glowered.


"Nah, but I bet you could pull off a great sexy librarian vibe at work or otherwise. Probably turn a few heads on campus if you wanted." Jackie grinned.


"Huh . . . " Moxie mulled that over as she sipped more of her milkshake. "Y'know, you're right!"


"Oh?" Jackie raised a brow.


"Yeah, this place is pretty good! I wonder what their secret is." Moxie grinned. "I mean cows aren't that bright, somebody's gotta be in charge but why hire a bunch of cows? The theme, the tits? Or . . . Oh." Moxie blinked and blushed.


"Yeah, it's a great place." Jackie grinned and sipped her latte. A moment later Moxie shrugged and returned to her milkshake with a roll of her eyes.